TO PHYLLIS

ENVOI

THE catkin from the hazel swung
When you and I and March were young.

The flute-notes dripped from liquid May
Through silver night and golden day.

The harvest moon rose round and red
When habit came and wonder fled.

October rusted into gold

When you and I and love grew old.

Snow lay on hedgerows of December

Then, when we could no more remember.     10

But the green flush was on the larch
When other loves we found in March.
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OTHERS will come who have more to offer,
Rank and fashion and well-filled purses,
I have only a book to proffer.
Filled with my jingling, cynical verses.

Others will woo you with power and passion.

Plead with tears and invoke with curses,

I must woo in a foolish fashion.

Mumbling my jingling, cynical verses.               20

Weak am I as a ship-wrecked rover,
You have charms that are strong as Circe's :
What will you do with your poor lost lover
Stammering jingling, cynical verses ?
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